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TO 

HENRY PLAKTAGENET TUDOR, 

My dear sir, 

I have laid on your young shoulders the 
burthen of a great name. 

In the past you hare borne it blamelessly, 
and well. 

In full confidence that you will, by God's 
grace, bear it more worthily in the future, 
I dedicate to you these verses, "my box of 
perfumes." 

Tour father and friend, 

HENRY TUDOR. 



Camelot, 
8hretc*bu ry n Muho w ri. 
Not. 30, 1905. 



In this dark world where souls are blind from birth. 
God lit, langsyne, the candle of my being, 
He placed me in the midst of eyes unseeing. 

To shed my rays upon a sightless earth, 

That heeded not my sorrow nor my mirth, 

Nor yet Time's footsteps fleeing — fleeing— fleeing! 

To this deaf world, whose spirit ear is stopped, 
God bade me sing, His wondrous love declaring 
While all around were Nature's voices, sharing 

My blessed task. But all my music dropped 

Like rain, upon the slanting roof that topped 

Man's pent-up soul ; and fell to earth despairing. 

Now. then, I pray to God to give me death, 

For oh! they will not see. they will not hear. 

The still small voice doth whisper soft and clear, 
c i see thy light. I hear thy song," He saith, 
"Shine on, sing on, till I, who gave thee breath, 

"Shall ope the unseeing eye, the unhealing ear; 

'•Wait on the Lord, my child, thy daystar draweth near " 
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ITE MISSA EST. 1 



On the Death of Presideut McKinley.— Globe-Democrat 

September i5, 1901. 

The Mason's hands are folded but the breach 

Within thy walls, Columbia, gapes no more ; 

He healed thy wounds, though deep, and old and sore, 
His own he could not heal. Thus God doth teach 

Once more, that we must sacrifice our best 

Upon His altar — "Ite missa est." 

His work is finished: coupled once again 

By his deft hands they race along the road, 

Of empire, North and South, in one through train 
That bears the wealth of nations for its load. 

The Switchman's task is ended ; let him rest 

On earth' calm bosom — "Ite missa est." 

Thy will be done, oh God, nearer to Thee 

That strong, true heart shall beat so loud and clear 
That peoples yet unborn shall pause to hear 

Those throbbings which have made mankind more free. 
His part is done, trust God to do the rest, 
Hush, World, he sleepeth — "Ite missa est." 
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THE GHOST OF KISHINEFF. 



Shall not I visit for these things, saith the Lord,— shall not 
my soul be avenged on such a nation as this * * * for the 
slain of the daughter of my people ?— Isaiah. 

Israel's Prince upon his throne 
Sate, encircled by his own. 
[Angels, demons, fiends of hell 
Fear the wrath of Michael. 
Leader since the foot of Time 
First the azure pathways trod 
Of th' embattled seraphim, 
Captain of the host to God.] 
Lo ! a shriek of wild despair 
Claiming audience from the deaf, 
Rent the Temple veil of air, 
Startling all those Spirits fair; 
'Twas the Ghost of Kishineff ! 



Michael! behold and see! 
I am thine — look well on me, 
Calling on thy God and thee 
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Righteous vengeance is the plea 
Of the Ghost of Kishineff! 

Entering as thus it spoke 

Fretting with its ghostly cloak, 

While its shrieks the echoes woke 

Thro' the yielding ranks it broke, 

Murder, massacre and rape 

Like a crimson hooded cape 

Covering wounds that yawned agape 

Hideously served to drape 

The unutterable shape 

Of the Ghost of Kishineff! 

Sightless eyeballs, dim and dull, 
Festered in the cloven skull! 
Vision to be loathed and feared 
Ghastly grim the face appeared 
Clotted — torn — and blood besmeared 
Was the grey and tangled beard 
Of the Ghost of Kishineff! 

Virgins, youths and infants' gore 
Spattered all its raiment o'er, 
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Wailing loudly, weeping sore — 
Moaning, mourning — more and more, 
Knocking loud at Heaven's door 
As none other knocked before 
Vengeance, vengeance to implore, — 
Stood the Ghost of Kishineff! 



Vengeance, Vengeance ! at the word 
From his seat the Archangel rose 
Drawing forth the flaming sword 
Terrible to Zion's foes! 
Israel's banner floated o'er him, 
Gabriel blew the trump before him, 
Angel hosts beneath, above him 
Swarmed the skies like shooting stars 
All who serve him, fear him, love him, 
Hasted with him to the wars ! J 
Earthward, eastward, on they wended, 
Till at eve their journey ended ; 
On Corea's coasts descended ; 
Israel's armies still attended, 
By the Ghost of Kishineff ! 
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Tune thy harp, ah f Zion f s daughter, 
Sing Jehovah's day of slaughter, 
Sing how Russia's blood like water 
Flowed while still her armies flying 
Left the dead and left the dying 
On the field of battle lying! 
Smiling scorn upon thy lips 
Sing how sunk her battleships; 
Sing of waves in wild commotion. 
Billow caverns yawning wide 
To engulf a nation's pride ! 
Sing how Russia's seamen died. 
Swallowed by the greedy tide, 
By the hungry maw of Ocean 
That can ne r er be satisfied f 
Sing of mighty ramparts falling 
Conquered hosts for mercy calling 
Sing aloud! for everywhere 
Lowered that shadow of despair 
Horrifying, dark, appalling, 
Shrieking thro' the murky air 
Lowered the Ghost of Kishineff I 



12 



Peace! ha* ha! more awful mirth 
Never shocked the ear of earth : 
Peace ! with Pestilence and dearth 
Belting in a nation's girth; 
Peace ! with rage and discontent 
Still on fierce rebellion bent 
Anarchy, and fell sedition 
Grappling with insane ambition; 
Direr enemies are these 
Than the conquering Japanese! 
War hath merely changed his clothing 
Changed his methods for the worse, 
Civil strife, that thing of loathing. 
Threatens yet a fouler curse. 
Crime with rapine madly gambols ; 
Death's wild dance careers and ambles 
Thro' a thousand human shambles ! 
Finn with savage Cossack fighting, — 
Poland's wrongs seek bloody righting! 
Russia's now the scene of battle, 
Hear the ceaseless boom and rattle 

9 

Men and women die like cattle, 
Stilled in death is infant prattle I 
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Peace — ha! ha! that horrid laughter 
Goes before and follows after, 
Every pang that Russia knows 
Gloating o'er her griefs and woes, 
Hebrew blood with Slav commingling 
Sets those gaping wounds a tingling. 
Paddling in the gory flood — 
Wading deep in Russian blood. 
Watching in the gloomy shade 
Of a scaffold newly made 
Hungry for the cutting off 
Of the seed of Romanoff, 
Here and there and everywhere 
See that spectre of despair 
See th' unutterable shape 
Clad in murder's crimson cape, 
Shrieking with unearthly shriek 
Curses that I may not speak, 
Curses vengeance yet will wreak. 
On the strong who rent the weak, 
See — the Ghost of Kishineff ! 

Hark ! that outcrv fierce and fell ! 
Tis an Empire's dying yell, 
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Hear, oh earth, the passing bell! 
Hear a nation's funeral knell; 
Zion's daughter, heed it well! 
Hear thine aged prophet teli 
How the wrath of Michael 
Hotter than the flames of Hell 
Swifter than the lightning fell, 
For the slain of Israel, 
For the Ghost of Kishincff ! 
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"FRATERNITY." 



From Alaska's dark coast to the Mexican border, 
From the shores of three oceans glad paeans arise 

Hark ! the legions of toil singing "Hail to the Order, 
"Which the needs of the desolate widow supplies." 

While we lavish in lifetime our warmest affection 
On the dear one whose love is the joy of our heart, 

We bequeath to her charity, hope and protection 

For her anchor and shield when death rends us apart. 

If the bountiful Father increases our blessing 
With gifts of young love from the infinite shore, 

We rejoice while each branch of our olive caressing, 
There is bread for the orphan when we are no more. 

Yea the love of our hearts all around us extending 
We seek not the weal of our dearest alone, 

But the comfort and aid of true charity lending, 
We make the fraternity's kindred our own. 

Oh ! 'tis blessed to solace the grief of a brother, 
To bend o'er a sister with balm for her woes ! 

For the Father hath made us to help one another. 

From the heart of true manhood true sympathy flows! 

Oh ! come then among us ! our numbers increasing, 
Till each honest worker is formed into line, 

Then — "Onward and Upward!!! the march never 
ceasing, 
Till we rest on Thy bosom, our Father Divine !! ! 
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THE ALABASTER BOX. 



A Legend of the Tudor, A. D. 850. 



The Huntsman paused in the sylvan glade, 
Tightened his saddle-girth, sheathed his blade, 
Then mounted and rode toward the setting sun 
When the race of the Giant was almost run. 
Long and weary the chase had been. 
It had closed in the depths of the forest green, 
In the darkest depths of an ancient wood, 
Where never before his foot had stood. 

Behind him his antlered prize was tied, 

The panting hound lagged along at his side, 

Till the footsore tread of his gallant steed^ 

Made the tender heart of the rider bleed. 

"Nay, nay, my faithful friend," quoth he, 

"Too long this day hast thou marched for me. 

Lightly he sprang to the earth again, 

Over his left arm slipped the rein, 

And manfully trudged thro' the fading light, 

With a song to welcome the coming night. 
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Hail, silent hour whose mystic power 

Uplifts the heart to heaven. 

Hail, vesper time, whose solemn chime 

Rings out for souls forgiven, 

And bids the wanderer enter in 

His temple gate who pardons sin. 

Hail, tide of rest that o'er the breast, 

Flow'st with unbroken wave. 

Hail, Seraph wings that twilight brings 

From realms beyond the grave, 

To shelter from temptation's flood 

The souls that have been cleansed with blood. 

Hail, type of death (for Jesus saith 

"He sleepeth" who is dead). 

Hail, breath of peace that bidst us cease 

From weariness and dread ; 

And rest beneath the unclosing eye 

That can not sleep — that can not die. 

Meanwhile the shadows were lengthening fast, 
Till the faint farewells of the day were past, 
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And twilight faded to dusk — and died 

In the slumbrous arms of the eventide. 

The tuneful traveler warbled on, 

Till the last pale glimmer of light was gone, 

With his jaded horse and his weary hound, 

A pathless way through the woods he wound. 

Onward he strode 

Though he saw not the road, 
For he deemed that his steps were homeward bound ; 
But denser and darker the forest grew, 
Colder and shriller the night wind blew, 
And now on its rough plumed wing was borne 
A sound yet fiercer and more forlorn ! 
'Twas a cry that the hunter understood, 
The bay of a wolf that thirsts for blood ; 
The full-voiced pack, yelped answer back, 
And he presently knew that they followed his track. 
For a moment's space his heart beat fast, 
Then — as pleased kind heaven — his fears were past ! 
For with joyous haste, his steps he turned, 
Towards a cotter's home, whence a torchlight burned. 

'Twas a lowly dwelling he stood before, 

Yet, tho' loudly he knocked at the oaken door, 
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No rude, imperious summons came 

To the woodland wight and his comely dame. 

"Who's there?" "Your father and friend am I." 
"Open, I prithee, the wolves are nigh !" 
Then the good man sprang from his frugal board- 
"I know his voice ; 'tis our prince and lord !" 
And the good wife's face wore a smile of joy, 
As she clasped to her bosom her baby boy, 
And rose, while the door was opened wide, 
To welcome with mingled love and pride. 
The greatest in all that country-side. 

"Shelter and feed for my weary steed, 

"My hound and myself, are all I need." 

The Chieftain spake, and his words revealed 

A secret of strength from the world concealed,— 

For the reins of Empire are best held fast 

By the man who thinks of himself the last. 

So, because he willed it, the horse was led 

To his supper of rye in the rough-built shed, 

And the children were fondled and put to bed, 

Ay, even the dog was kenneled and fed 

Ere the peasant's fare for the prince was spread. 
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Then the housewife noted with proud delight, 

How keen was the hunter's appetite ; 

While the cotter mended the failing flame 

And smiled content on his smiling dame. 

But the pangs of hunger were soon appeased, 

And then was the great one kindly pleased 

To open the treasures of heart and mind 

To enrich the soul of the simple hind. 

Treasures they were of higher price 

Than the fairest jewels of man's device. 

He spake of the Father whose bounty gave 

The Only Begotten to seek and save. 

He spake of the Son who left his throne 

To die for sinners — thro' love alone. 

He spake of the Spirit who dwells within, 

The cleansed and the pardon'd that cease from sin. 

And plainly as ever a peasant could, 

He made the parables understood — 

Of the wandering Sheep, and the Prodigal Son, 

And the Good Samaritan — one by one. 

Then, weary with teaching, he prayed and blessed, 
Sought his pallet of fern, and sank to rest. 
The peasants sat by the embers' blaze, 
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And lovingly whispered the Prince's praise. 

They spoke of his valor in righteous war, 

Of his learning and piety, famed afar; 

Of his tender care for his people's weal, 

With the love that the truly loyal feel. 

"And, oh !" said the lowly swain at length, 

"How I wish that this arm had double strength, 

"To work more faithfully, year by year, 

"For a Lord so noble, so kind, so dear." 

"For me," said the dame, "I long to bring, 

"To our gracious Prince, some offering. 

"But he is so mighty — and we so poor, 

"Save food and shelter we can no more." 

"Nay," said the peasant, "one prize we hold, 

"Which can not be purchased with gems or gold,- 

"That box of perfume the hermit gave 

"As the price for digging his lonely grave." 

"The box is broken," the matron cried. 

"No matter for that," her spouse replied, 

"The perfume still is a peerless thing, 

"The essence of every flower of Spring. 

"There — on the shelf — it lies ; we'll make 

"An offering of sweets — for love's sweet sake." 
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They bent o'er his slumbering form awhile, 

Calm was his sleep, 

As smoothly deep 
As the placid Ocean's summer smile: 
For the peace that dwelt on his dream-lit face 
Was a ray from the soul's bright resting place ! 
Lightly they sprinkled his weary feet, 
And his toil-worn hands with the perfume sweet ; 
Then placed their treasure beside his head, 
And softly withdrew to their lowly bed. 



The monarch suddenly turned in his sleep — 

For his dream was changed, 

And his fancy ranged 
To the spot where the Saviour once did weep ; 
To the scene of Bethany's farewell feast, 
Where the risen one welcomed the great High Priest. 
He thought that he sat with his gentle Lord 
And the grateful Lazarus at the board ; 
That the Twelve Apostles were feasting there, 
And that Martha served with a loving care, 
When there came to him, wafted, he knew not whence, 
A fragrance richer than frankincense. 
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He saw not Mary — she knelt behind 
The pitying Saviour of all mankind — 
Till the Blessed One turned as he sat at meat 
And spake to the woman at his feet. 
She rose — the box was in her hand — 
Brother," she said, " 'Tis the Christ's command 
That unto thy care, as a sacred token, 
"I give this box — for his burial broken." 
Vanished the scene as the words were spoken. 



it 



it 



Then his dream was of Calvary's awful day, 
When the face of the Sun was turned away, 
That it might not look on the crimson flood 
As it welled from the "fountain filled with blood." 
He groped his way to the Cross and gazed 
On the visage of Infinite Love, amazed! 
He looked, till he caught the Saviour's eye, 
Who, with tenderest accents, said, "Draw nigh, 
"Thou perfume bearer, who hast unfurled 
"My Banner of Love in a pitiless world ; 
"Bring thy broken box to the crystal rill — 
"Thy soul is athirst, come — drink thy fill." 
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Then over his senses there stole once more 
That fragrance, sweeter tha» e'en before! 
It dripped from the sufferer's wounded feet 
And his pierced hands in a stream more sweet 
Than that River "Aroma,"iwhose waters lave 
The land of the blest with their odorous wave. 
At those bleeding feet the monarch knelt 
Till he found forgiveness, and slowly felt 
The fetters of sin and of sorrow melt ; 
But not till the hour when our Surety died — 
Ncr! not till the soldier pierced his side — 
With the mingled tide — and with naught beside — 
Could the thirst of the soul be satisfied ! ! ! 
Then the vision faded and dreamless sleep ' 
Did over his breast like a flood wave sweep. 



He awoke ! It was two long hours from day ; 

There was yet in the East no fleck of gray, 

But the waning moon still ruled the skies, 

So the Church, I ween, 
Is our present Queen 

Till our King in His glory again shall arise. 
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As he lifted his head from his pillow of fern, 

Dimly the Chieftain could discern 

The box of odour beside him laid. 

He touched it with awe, as if half afraid, 

For its fragrance was wafted through the room, 

And the air was laden with perfume ! 

Even his pillow was bathed in sweet, 

With the soft brown hair, 

That had clustered there, 
With his war-like hands, and princely feet ! ! ! 

"It is mine ! It is mine !" he cried, and leapt 

With a sudden throb, 

-Half, joy, half sob, 
From the couch where his faithful soul had slept. 
"It is mine — this hallowed box is mine: 
"I will live in its fragrance — and live in Thine, 
"O Crucified Jesu— O Lord Divine!" 

Across the chamber he dimly saw 

Where the. peasants slept on their beds of straw. 

He went not there, 

Where the wedded pair 
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Humbly their lowly couch did share; 
But he laid on the table his slender purse- 
Slender, because (to mix prose with verse), 
The Prince of a primitive Cymric clan 
Was seldom, if ever, a purse-proud man. 
The times were hard and the age was rude — 
Two duties^ chiefly we understood: 
To fight for freedom — to hunt for food. 
Then, opening softly, the door, he sped, 
Unkenneled his rapturous hound, and led 
His steed, caparisoned, from the shed. 
While safely the broken box did rest 
Within the raiment that covered his breast. 
Where the treasure is — (Lord, Thou knowest best). 

The silvery beams distinctly showed 
What darkness had hidden — the beaten road, 
As it passed near the hut of the peasant swain, 
Till the trees concealed it from sight again. 
Swiftly he traversed the homeward way, 
And had reached his castle by break of day, 
Singing to welcome the coming morn, 
A new, new song of a new love born : 
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Veni Jesus, amor mi, 

Veiling all thy royal splendor, 
That my soul may gaze on Thee, 
Son of Mary, mild and tender, 
While before Thy Mercy Seat, 
Suppliant, I adore thy feet, 
Amor mi, Thy tearwashed feet ! 

Pierced by many a thorn, I weep — 

Calvary's path with tears bedewing. 
Though the way be dark and steep, 
Faint and feeble — yet pursuing, 
Till upon the Cross I greet 
Christ, my Lord — and clasp his feet ! 
Amor mi, Thy pierced feet ! 

From his hands and wounded side, 

From his brow red streams are flowing. 
Saints rejoice: the priceless tide 
Pays the debt a world was owing. 
For my cleansing I entreat 
But one drop from Jesus* feet! 
Amor mi, Thy bleeding feet! 
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To the tomb within the cave, 

Wrapped in spices they have borne Thee. 
I will follow thro' the grave — 

Follow, tho' the world may scorn Thee. 
Jesu, make my path more sweet 
With the fragrance of Thy feet ! 
Amor mi, Thy perfumed feet ! 

Alleluiah ! He is risen ! 

Welcome joy : away with sadness. 
Lord of life, he bursts his prison, 
Turning all my woe to gladness. 
Jesu, may I rise to meet 
On the Mount of God, Thy feet ! 
Amor mi, Thy beauteous feet ! 
Veni Jesu f Amen ! 

The time is short, or I fain would tell w 

Of the after events that the Prince befell, 
Who deemed till he passed to his heavenly rest 
That the broken box, which he bore on his breast, 
Was a token from Him whom his soul loved best. 
Suffice it to say that he lived to bring: 
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The fragrant balm of our Lord and King 

To the sick, the poor and the suffering ; 

When the war clouds threatened to overwhelm 

With a torrent of strife his peaceful realm, 

Like a storm-tried Captain he grasped the helm 

He girded for war — while he spoke for peace, 

Till the foeman's anger was fain to cease; 

Till he sheathed with a smile his threatening branc 

And grasped, in true friendship, the perfumed hand 

When famine knocked at the peasants' door, 

He lavishly gave of his slender store, 

And fared with the poorest of the poor, 

Till the pitying Heaven, in mercy, shed 

Such a torrent of tears o'er the perfumed head 

That the land with plenty was overspread. 

His home was a model of quiet bliss, 

Where the gentle wife, 

Led a fragrant life, 
And the babe was a fair embodied kiss, 
And from all around this hallowed ground 
There breathed through a land a peace profound, 
For the lowliest peasant essayed to give, 
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In love for him, 
Some portrait dim, 
Of that life of sweetness his Prince did live. 

So passed the years of his youth away, 

And his manhood's prime, 
Till in God's own time 
He felt his bodily powers decay. 
But his glorious soul waxed yet more strong, 
As the shades of even grew deep and long, 
And his sunset glowed with a love intense, 

When the east wind's breath, 
From a land of death, 
Bore on wings of horror the Pestilence. 
In the widow's cot, by the orphan's bed, 
'Mid scenes of suffering, dire and dread, 
Fancy would pain that perfumed Saint 
Bending in prayer his silver head. 
Angel of Mercy, of Love, of Light — 
A lingering ray — e'er the fall of night. 

And thus it came to that royal heart, 

The summons that biddeth, "Arise — depart !" 
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The pestilent fury was failing fast, 

The scourge from his people was well-nigh past, 

When it gathered its might for one farewell blow. 

And laid their merciful Chieftain low. 

His consort, weeping, beside him knelt, 

With their only son, 

The beloved one, 
When the dying Prince, in his bosom felt, 
And tenderly drew from its wonted place 
The fragrant emblem of Christian grace. 

"Lay not," said he, 

" 'Neath the sod with me, 
"This hallowed relic of Bethany. 
"Bear it, my son, till thy life shall end , , 

''And may it an added sweetness lend 
"To every deed of thy princely hand, 
"To gladden and cherish our Cymric land. 
"The heart is a vessel of perfume rare, , 

"Whose sweetness the whole wide world should share; 
"Lavish its fragrance where'er thou art, 
"Comfort with kindness each sorrowing heart, 
"Nor deem thou art loser, when Time's rude shocks 
"Midst thy missions of mercy — shall break the box." 
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"IO TRIUMPHED 



Into the fire — thro' the fire — out of the fire again 
Calumny's shot hath harmed him not. Envy hath 

"rammed" him in vain. 
He's the child of one who knoweth her son, and 

wherever her flag doth fly, 
The hills of the free, 'twixt sea and sea, re-echo the 

name of Schley. 



Ah! Who would ask such wearisome task? Ham- 
pered with half commands, 

He was left to wait at the harbor gate, while mani- 

"< 

kins fettered his hands 
But Providence smiled on Freedom's child, for the 

foes must fight or fly, 
And before its frown their fleet went down, 'neath 
^the thunderbolts of Schley. 

Little they knew, that pitiful crew, who envied his 
higher renown, 
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That the Brooklyn's loop was the eagle's swoop as 

it struck the vulture down, 
At a good way off they could cavil and scoff, but 

he bade them all draw nigh; 
Then their impudence failed and their cowardice 

quailed, at the cool, clear glance of Schley. 

So 'twas into the fire and thro' the fire and out of 

the fire again, 
His gold is tried, and their dross beside, the result is 

painfully plain, 
Columbia presses a kiss on his brow and says — with 

a smile and a sigh; 
"They've proved what I knew, that you're good and 

true ; but I'm sorry for them, friend Schley 1 ! 



s> 



34 



A FAMILY SPAT, 



Says Uncle Sam Pot to Johnny Bull Kettle, 

You're a plaguey sight blacker'n me! 
You're a Hog, when it comes to the Boers' yaller metal, 

Why can't, you let Oom Paul be? 

Sez Uncle Sam Pot, sez he. . 

• 

Sez Johnny Bull Kettle to Uncle Sam Pot, 

You're blacker dear Boy, doncherknow ! 
Filipinos, who fought for their freedom you've shot, 

Tho' you played the same game long ago, 

Sez Johnny Bull Kettle— that's so ! ! 

To Johnny Bull Kettle sez Uncle Sam Pot, 

I bought them there Islands from Spain ! 
Then — you bought from old Spain what old Spain had'nt got, 

And had long tried to conquer in vain, 

Comes Johnny Bull Kettle again. 

As for me— I'd the Transvaal long 'fore the Dutch 

And I only hold on to my own, 
But— you told them poor Boers they was out of 
your clutch, 
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So they'd be — if you'd let 'em alone 

Sez Uncle Sam Pot's shrill tone. 

Them Philippine Dagos can't govern theirselves, 

So I shoot 'em, to show 'em I can, 
Then — you've taken a book from my library shelves : 

Sez Johnny Bull Kettle, old man, — 
I go on the very same plan ! 

Not a vote to the Utlander's Oom Paul will give, 
But — I'll make him or kill him, by jingo! 

Not you, cousin John, he'll continue to live 
Spite of Lion, Wolf, Tiger and Dingo ; — 
Is Uncle Sam Pot's strong lingo. 

But — I'll whip Filipino insurgents, to — well, 

I've killed Aguinaldo twice running! 
But — just then the flunkey who answered the Bell 

Came with news that was awfully stunning, 

Pot and Kettle at once ceased their funning! 

How a Dowager Empress with whom they had trade 
Threatened loudly to smash up their China ; 
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So — they rushed off together, both sorely afraid 
Of the loss of the Dollar, or "Shiner," 

Which they both make their leading 
Shechinah ! 

To Uncle Sam Pot and to Johnny Bull Kettle 

The Poet remarks, sez he, 
This quarrel between you I'll mighty soon settle. 

You're both just as black as can be, 
Your excuses are all N. G. 

Give freedom to all on the face of the Earth 

Leave Tyranny's trade to others ! 
Then, — worthy your mission, your name, your birth, 

You'll flourish — while Tyranny smothers, 

Show mercy, and love like Brothers! 
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FROM LXL TO XLIII. 



"Till Death Us Do Part." 



I would not wish thee young again, my bride of 

twenty years, 
Whose sunny smile's dear alchemy distilleth joy 

from tears, 
I would not gild the silver threads among thy wavy 

hair ; 
They do but make thee to my heart more exquisitely 

fair. 

I would not smooth away the lines upon thy patient 

brow, 
Where Venus drave her team of doves, while time 

did guide the plow, 
For, ah ! methinks, love's golden links did couple 

up the team, 
That pleasure was the silver share, and "mother 

love" the beam. 

I would not turn thy footsteps back, while mine 
are hurrying on, 
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A lovelier bride than now thou art mine eye ne'er 
looked upon ! 

Tis easy treading down the slope, when hand-in- 
hand with thee, 

But, oh! I dread those waiting years — that solitude 
to be! 

Keep close beside — 'tis eventide — and calm and still 

the weather; 
The stream is — yonder — down the vale — we may 

not cross together; 
But — if thy hand is clasped in mine; — until I reach 

the shore — 
I'll linger on the further bank — to greet thy coming 

o'er. 

There's nothing quite so selfish, dear, as love — all 

said and done! 
I love myself in loving thee, for thou and I are 

one! 
Each moment, when apart from thee, for me is 

fraught with pain; 
How should I find it in my heart to wish thee young 

again. 
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THE RED SEA. 



January 25, 1905.— On the Massacre of St. Petersburg. 



Tis done ! the "deed without a name" is done ! 

That isthmian bond, which, linking sire with son, 

Prince with his loving people — made them one, 

The nation family — now, cleft in twain 

By massacre's rude plowshare, gapeth wide ; 

Nor shall the rift be ever closed again ; 

For — through the channel — flows that crimson tide 

Whereon fair "Freedom's" barque — creation's pride, 

Was ever launched — her voyages begun! 

What though her sails in patriots' blood be dyed? 

What though the gallant craft be tempest tossed ? 

Tt must be so — while life's fierce currents run ! 

"The Red Sea" never yet hath tyrant crossed 

Since Pharaoh's chariots in its depths were lost ! 
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DE PROFUNDIS. 



I. 

I He within my darkened room, 
Watching the ray of dazzling light 
That thro' yon crevice, clear and white, 

Rives its pure path athwart the gloom ! 

Each mote of dust, a shining spark, 
Gleams for a moment as it passes, . 
Like dewdrop on the dawnlit grasses, 

And then — glides back into the dark! 

They come — they go — a ceaseless swarm, 
Unnumbered as the sands of ocean, 
Each with its own peculiar motion, 

Its own variety of form ! 

Nor are their periods the same ; — 
Some float and loiter in the gleam, 
Like ships adown a limpid stream, 

Some vanish swiftly as they came ! 
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While, here and there amid the throng 
A glowing speck, more bright by far, 
Shines like a Meteoric Star, 

A keynote in the soundless song! 

Yet — whether they be more or less, 
Whether they linger or make haste 
Each by relentless fate is chased, 

Into the gloom's black nothingness! 

Such is our life! a narrow ray 
The future from the past dividing, 
Space for a moment's bright abiding 

Ere to the Shades we pass away. 



II. 

We know not whence, we know not why, 
We motes of dust across the line, 
Are wafted ! We but know we shine 

In the clear light of life, — and die ! 

We look behind us — into nought — 
The silent void from whence we are ! 
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We look before us,— not afar 
Lies the unknown, unseen, unsought! 

And thither— thitherward we drift, 
Dust in the sunshine of to-day 
None knows how soon to pass away, 

Into .the gloom— beyond the rift! 

"The Spirit unto God who gave it 

"Returneth"— runs the quaint old story, 
Lost in the tideless sea of glory, 

Shall ought from mere oblivion save it? 

He made me Me, and I am I ; 

And thou art Thou, my brother man ; 

His will uncounselled framed the plan 
That we should live, that we must die! 

We drift as motes before His breath, 
Unquestioned by creative power 
Whether life's brief and troublous hour 

Be worth to us the price of Death ! ! ! 
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To-day am I myself alone, 
A separate speck of living dust, 
My will consents not, if I must 

Be merged into the great White Throne. 

For this I know — and know full well 
I would not, while the ages roll, 
Lose His first gift — my separate soul ; 

No ! not in Heaven, nor in Hell ! 



III. 

J never called thee, oh, my child ! 

'Twas nature's mighty voice, not mine ; 

Man hath no mystic power divine 
To summon spirits from the wild! 

Forth from the darkness into light 
Thou earnest, and my heart was glad ; 
Nor ever dreamed, ah! sweet my lad! 

How brief thy day, — how soon thy night. 

I watched thee, springing from the seed 
Of helpless infancy, my son ; 



44 



Alas ! alas ! mine only one, 
My careworn manhood's richest meed. 

Thou seemedst to the loving heart 

Whose tendrils did around thee twine 
Something so wholly, solely mine 

It could not be that we musFpart! 

For this is griefs most bitter pang 
That none, tho' oft before bereaved, 
Hath e'er again in death believed 

Till tortured by his poison fang! 

"Where is, oh death, thy sting?" 'Tis here 
Deep in mine inmost heart, oh Paul ! 
Thy griefs, unwedded Saint, were small, 

The Father feels the barbed spear ! 

IV. 

"To meet again in Heaven?" (mayhap!) 
"A hbme in brighter worlds to share ?" 
For such a prospect who would dare 

Bereavement's awful thunderclap ! 
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For if, as Christ most surely said 
The Resurrection unto life 
Ignores the ties of man and wife 

What kinship have I with my dead? 

"Angels of God in Heaven," forsooth, 
I need no whitewinged Holy One, 
My heart is hungry for my son, 

In all the human charm of youth ! 

I dreamed of thee — in manhood's flower, 
Looked up to by thy boyhood's peers, 
Rich, with the fruits of ripened years, 

Crowned with the reverence of power! 

Lost in the unexplored abyss 
Are all my hopes;— of thee bereft 
The shadow of my life is left 

The thrill of a "remembered kiss" ! 

V. 

David, I hear thy cry of woe, 
"I go to him for whom I yearn, 
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•'But he to me shall not return." 
Ah ! — whither didst thou think to go? 

I wait — but answef is there none, 
Till this thy cry doth come to me — 
"Would God that I had died for thee 

"Oh, Absolom — my son, my son!" 



Why shouldst thou give the troublous times? 
That lie betwixt thee and the grave 
Yon graceless prodigal to save 

From the fruition of his crimes? 



Haply long years, unhappy King, 
O'erfraught with grief, thy soul have taught 
That bliss beyond the tomb is naught 

But fancy's vain imagining? 

Perchance the regions of the tomb 
Are draped with blackness, and the shades 
Thro* labarynthine everglades 

Wonder in uncompanioned gloom ? 
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Perchance, thou sweetvoiced Mantuan Swan 
Thou dost by inspiration tell, — 
Sadlier than clang of funeral bell, — 

What thou — true seer — hast looked upon? 



I — with Aeneas, watch the train, 
Mine own Marcellus saddest there, 
Of all th.e shades ! a pale despair, 

Decreed by fate to live in vain. 



VI. 

("While I mused the fire burned.") 

I cannot pray ! — and yet the mind 

Dreads silence even more than speech, 
Ah ! God ! That One were sent to teach 

A newer gospel to mankind ! 



Thou gavest once Thine Only Son 
For three days to the silent grave! 
Mine only son Thou wilt not save 

Till time's slow sands have ceased to run ! 
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Thine is almighty power — and mine 
The helpless weakness of the slave! 
Unasked, Thy will the treasure give 

Unasked Thou takest what is Thine ! 

Thus — all my thoughts are out of joint, 

My faith is riven limb from limb ! 

What prayer, what praise can come from him 
.Whose soul is but a question point? 

"The Lord who gave hath ta'en away, 
"And blessed be His name !" ah, Job ! ! 
If thou couldst kiss the smiter's robe 

Mine is a lump of stiffer clay!!! 

VI. 

Thus while I muse upon mine ills 

A voice sounds in my spirit's ear, 

Why liest thou, in darkness here? 
Lift up thine eyes unto the hills! 

Whilst thou are groveling in the dust 
A world of woe more deep than thine 
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Lies all around thee; rise and shine 
Thy life was given thee in trust! 

Not for thine own peculiar weal 
But for the welfare of thy kind 
I formed thee. Leave thy dead behind, 

Go thou — to lift — to help — to heal! 



Onlv the mourner's hand can smoothe 
The pillow of the sorely grieved, 
The broken heart of the bereaved 

The broken-hearted best may soothe. 



And who art thou — that wouldst contend 

Against the infinitely Wise? 

How shouldst thou read the mysteries 
That must be hidden — till the end? 



Who told thee that mine Angel's sword 
Smote down thy loved one at thy side? 
Not in the Death of him that died 

Have I found pleasure, saith the Lord. 
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I am the God of Life and Youth ! 

The End of all things and the Cause 

Matter I rule by Nature's laws 
Mind by the fleckless code of Truth. 

Youth cannot die without the breach 
Of Nature's edicts — this the mind 
Of science unto all mankind 

Each Age with clearer voice doth teach ! 

VIL 

Who told thee that thy separate Sprite 
Should merge into My central Sun? 
The morning stars do lack but one 

Since first I said, "Let there be Light." 

And he hath not resought my breast 
But wandered into utter space, 
Beyond the realms of Hope and Grace 

To found an Empire of unrest. 

He hath been whfcpYing in thine ear 
Strange question* of Life'* end* and aim«. 



~ I 



51 



Such ever was his wont, — the names 
He merits best are doubt and fear. 

■ 

Doubt not and fear not, but believe! 
Faith asks no questions but looks up — 
Content to quaff life's mingled cup, 

Life's joys ^nd sorrows to receive. 

Nor e'er forgets — oh Child of mine, 
What wisdom to the ages saith, 
(Wisdom, yet elder born than Faith,) 

"Drink — for my hand hath mixed the wine." 



VIII. 

Souls, parting from their central source 
Take up their orbits, like the spheres, 
Thro' cycles of unending years 

Drawn and repelled with equal force. 

Since God first "spake and it was done/ 
That solar womb give planets birth, 
Sun hath not loosened hold on earth 

Nor earth drawn nearer unto sun. 
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Nor since the Great All Father mind 
Begat the "living souls" of men 
Hath one been lost in Him again 

Of all the Spirits of mankind. 

IX. 

Dread not the pathway of the tomb, 
But look across it — look not down ! 
Beyond there gleams the golden crown, 

Within is nought but shade and gloom ! 

Dread not the parting of the ways! 
Souls that the love of God unites 
Shall shine, with close and kindred lights 

Tn azure skies — thro* endless days. 



X. 



Deep silence, reigneth in my soul, 
Nor is there strength in me to speak 
There is no arm of flesh so weak 

As his who would o'errun the goal ; 
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The hand outstretched to rend the veil 
Drops — withered by the overstrain, 
All human strength is hurled in vain 

'Gainst that impenetrable pale. 

Lo ! — as from some dark, sultry cloud, 
The rain falls suddenly, my tears 
Burst thro the flood gates of the years, 

And silence ends in sobbings loud. 

Then — at the touch of that hot tide, 
The icy chains that bound my heart, 
Link after link dissolve apart, 

And love's free stream flows deep and wide ! 

Adown the stream such music floats, 
As if in spirit realms afar 
The atmosphere of love's own star, 

Were pregnant with seraphic notes. 

The ear of sense discerns no sound, 
But on mine inmost soul it breathes, 
Such comfort as the Lord bequeathes, 

Peace — not of earth — divine, profound 1 
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Amid the chorus I discern 
A voice that speaks to me alone! 
The well-remembered boyish tone, 

Of him for whom my heart doth yearn. 

I am not lost, oh Father dear! 
But to this dream encircled shore, 
My spirit hath passed safely o'er, 

To 'make more glad thy welcome here. 

Yet — howsoe'er my soul be blest 
Live ever in the thought of this, — 
I cannot taste love's perfect bliss 

Until thou enter into rest. 

When safe in Paradise thou art . 

My star shall shine beside thine own, 
Circling around the glorious throne, 

With mingled rays — no more to part! 

XI. 

I rise— and standing on my feet, 
Freed from the burden of my woe 
Right onward — upward will I go, 

Until the severed path\s^ys meet! 
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AUTUMN LEAVES. 



In the sunny hours of Autumn, 

When the leaves are tipped with gold, 
Decked in robes the elves have brought them 

Forest trees await the cold; 
Gaily dressed in reds and yellows 

Russet brown and silver gray, 
Each exhibits to his fellows 

Clothing exquisitely gay; 
In the sunny hours of autumn, 

Soon to pass away ! 

In the gloom of drear December 

Comes thy mocking wind oh, North ! 
Quenching Autumn's latest ember, 

Bringing Winter's first fruits forth, 
'Mid the forest trees he wanders. 

Strips the raiment from their limbs, 
All the gold of Autumn squanders 

All the light of Autumn dims, 
In the gloom of drear December 

Month of Advent Hymns. 
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Tis the piteous olden story 

Told unnumbered times before. 
Silly trees, how vain your glory 

In the leaves ye lately wore! 
At the time ye need their cover 

From the winter's icy breath, 
Just like human friend and lover 

Not one leaf but vanisheth ! 
'Tis the piteous olden story, 

Love, Life, Change and — Death ! 



Hark ! The voice of the Eternal, 

Speaking to the leafless trees, 
Telling them of beauties vernal 

To return with Zephyr's breeze! 
There's no other voice, oh, mortal, 

That can guide thee to thy goal I 
Through Death's dark and wintry portal 

To the Springtide of the Soul ! 
Hark ! The voice of the Eternal 

It shall make thee whole! 
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How to help one another, — to feel for a brother, ' 

To lighten the load he must pack, 
Tis too late to be told when you've grown rather old 

And have long been Kumphoozle of Whak. 

The consarnest old fool is the one born to rule 
Without checkrein or brake to hold back ; 

He deserves a good verse if he don't do far worse 
Than the late Kumphoozle of Whak! 

He has passed off the stage in a full ripe old age, 

And his son follows close in his track, 
Now he's out of the game, I've more pity than blame 

For the great Kumphoozle of Whak. 
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VIATICUM. 



M 



Valcte Et Plaudite!" 



[The World's Fair was brought to an end at midnight, 

December 2, 1904.] 

Into the past! 
With all thy colonades, thy classic domes, 
Thy fountains, where the sunbeams love to cast 
Hues of the mystic arch, while downward foams 
To the awaiting Peace of thy lagoon, 
Thy roaring cataract! Alas, too soon 
Fade thy rich palaces ! The stately homes 
Of states, the treasure houses of the arts, 
The meeting place of factories and marts, 
The showrooms of invention and of skill ! 
Well hast thou played the part thou cam'st to fill ! 
But now, with misty eyes, with aching hearts, 
We watch thee sinking 'neath Time's western hill. 

Into the past! 

Thus conquerors die ! 
Not the mere victors of one foughten field, 
But empire-building sons of victory, 
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Whom no surpassing foe e'er brought to yield! 
No fleck of cloud is on thy sunset sky, 
No thorn upon the pillow of thy rest 
"Cream City," thou hast floated on the breast 
Of milky memories of what East and West, 
Old world and new, before thy day have done! 
Forgetting nothing, and despising none, 
Good have there been; we bow to thee, the best! 
Bright stars have shone; we bend to thee, the sun! 
Twilight nor night succeeds thy passing ray, 
But "New St. Louis" speeds along her way 
In the clear dawnlight of a mightier day. 
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THE TEARS OF VIRGINIA. 

[Printed in the Post Dispatch, in 1883.] 



The Rev. Dr. Dixon of Virginia : — "If you will aid 
her in this,her hour of need, Virginia will plant flow- > 
ers upon your tomb — ay, and water them with her 
tears." 

When looking back thro' the mist of the ages 

Nations unborn shall our story rehearse, 
Who shall shine brightest in history's pages, 

Theme for the poet's most eloquent verse? 

They who, while tyranny's thunder was loudest, 

Bravely the banner of freedom unfurled, 
Conquered the mightiest, humbled the proudest, 

Bought "manhood's rights" for a down-trodden world! 

Ah ! but the price that was paid for the treasure ! 

Lovely Virginia in mourning appears, 
Spending the blood of her sons without measure ; 

Victory's laurels are wet with her tears ! 

We of the West need not envy her glory; 
Freely we'll praise her in rapturous rhyme! 
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Where were Kentucky, Ohio, Missouri? — 
With the Great West — in the bosom of time. 

Thus, while our realm, like a forest enchanted, 
Grew, till its branches o'er shadowed the earth; 

Still, as each tender young sapling was planted, 
Tears of Virginia have watered its birth. 



Yea! She was with us, whate'er the occasion; 

Proudly we know that her glories are ours ; 
Fiercely repelling the tide of invasion, 

Planting our flag on the Mexican towers. 



Then came the strife betwixt brother and brother. 

Shivered the sword of her strength to the hilt! 
Who would not weep with that desolate mother, 

Mourning the blood that her kindred had spilt? 



Wend o'er the field where the battle was raging, 
Cross the Potomac, and march to the James, 

Ruin — that years have been spent in assuaging — 
Still the sad tale of her anguish proclaims ! 



I 
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Cowards may gloat o'er the fall of a lion ; 

Be it your glory to succor and save, 
Helping to build the waste places of Zion, 

Rearing the cross o'er the tomb of the brave ! 

Then, while at length you are peacefully sleeping, 
Grateful Virginia her flowerets shall bring, ' 

Plant them above you, and, silently weeping, 

Pray that you, too, may awake with the spring. 



Queen of the South, while the rich from their coffers 
Bring forth the gold thou hast needed so long, 

Wilt thou despise what the bard freely offers, 
Breathing the prayer of his soul in a song? 

This is mine all, and T freely bestow it; 

Only in death this one guerdon I crave — 
Plant but a flower o'er the breast of a poet, 

Shed but one pitying tear o'er his grave ! 
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THE SEA FIGHT. 



On the Defeat of Rojestventski, May 30, 1905. 



Summersasque obrue puppes. 
Aut age diversos— et discije corpora ponto. 

— Vtrgti/s TEneid, lib. 1 

Ope wide thy cavern jaws, oh, sea ! 
War spreads his festal board for thee ! 
'Twixt upper wave and lower wave, 
Gulp down thy mouthful of the brave ! 
Earth, sated with her feast of blood, 
Yields some few thousands to the flood ! 

Terrestrial thunders roar aloud, 
Mock lightnings, pierce the mimic cloud, 
Hurling on mightiest ships that rove 
Bolts deadlier than the shafts of Jove ! 
With each dire engine that destroys 
War sports, as doth a child with toys. 

Ah — wherefore? Let the truth be known ! 
The tyrant, for his tottering throne, 
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Beneath whose weight a nation groans, 
Needs columns, 4 built of human bones ; 
These a subjected people rears, 
Mortared with clotted blood — and tears! 

In vain, the shades of Russian night 
From farthest East have ta'en their flight; 
The gray-eyed dawn of freedom's day 
Toward wakening Europe wings her way ; 
While, through the war clouds, rent apart, 
Shine, rays of peace, from God's own heart ! 
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FACE TO THE FpE. 



Since Life is a battle, my Brother Man, 

We cannot all win you know ! 
But — there's one thing to do that all of us can! 

We can fall — with face to the foe ! 



I cannot pay for Life's direst needs, 
But I can refuse to owe ! 

Hunger and rags are not misdeeds : 
Let us fall with — face to the foe ! 



Why should I sully for clothes or food 
A record as pure as snow ? 

I'll spurn the evil, — I'll choose the good, 
And fall — with face to the foe ! 



Tho' the Flesh be weak, and Passion be strong 

I'll still meet blow with blow. 
Till I win the struggle — a lifetime long. 

Or fall — with face to the foe ! 



68 



If shells of doubt on my deck fall (as,, 

To burst in the hull below, 
I will nail the Cross to my maintop mast, 

And sink— with face to the foe I 

For God-and the Lady who wears my ring 
I'll battle— thro' Fire and Snow; 

Till I enter the lists with the grisly King, 
And fall— with face to the foe! 



The Light grows fainter, the path more steep! 

Sure be my steps— and slow ; 
Thy Staff, Kind Shepherd !— The brink— the Deep!!! 

Thou shalt find me— face to the foe. 



^ 




"ALLA FINESTRA. 
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August 18. 1905. 



All eyes are on the Ark to-day — it floats upon the 
flood, 

Earth's refuge from the billows of a crimson sea of 
blood ! x 

The Ark of Peaceful Conference, where far from bat- 
tle's din, 'I 

Foes may converse, as friend with friend, from all 
the world shut in. 



There's but one window to the Ark, our gaze thereon 

is fixed, 
Hope, in our anxious bosom, with despair and horror 

mixed ! 
The Bird, the Bird that cometh forth ! Oh, God of 

War and Love, 
We dread to see the Raven, while we long to greet 

the Dove. 
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Oh, Bird of Night! oh, Bird of Death! is not thy 
ravenous beak 

Yet sated with thy ghoulish feast? Speak, bird of 
blackness, speak! 

"Dear Bird of Peace, fond Bird of Love! wilt thou not 
spread thy wings 

To fan away War's shadows, while redeemed crea- 
tion sings? 



We hear the tremor of the wings, close at the win- 
dow sill, 

While longer grow the shadows, tho' the Sun is 
shining still, 

The dread of darkness in our souls strive* with the 
hope of Light, 

God. let the wings be white! Oh. Father! let thy 
wings be white ! 



I 



"BEHOLD, I STAND AT THE DOOR AND KNOCK." 



Twas midnight in my soul and all was still; 

Hushed in the sleep of thoughtless youth I lay 
Wearied with pleasure, glad to drink my fill 

Of soft repose, and dream the hours away — 
The careless, wasteful hours of "yesterday!" 
Ah, me ! I little heeded while I slept 
That, close beside my door, One watched and wept. 

He stood and knocked — an uninvited guest — 
Patiently waiting till my dream Should end, 

Though sometimes, when the call disturbed my rest, 
Half waking, I would chide that Loving Friend, 

"Leave me in peace; I cannot now attend 

On such untimely visitor. Depart! 

There is no room for Thee within my heart !" 

Lo ! it is past — that "yesterday" of youth — 

And all its pleasures, all its dreams are fled, 
How worthless now the shams I prized as truth ! 
Fancy's gay flowers — how colorless and dead ! 
■ While deep within me dwells the awful dread, 
Lest He whom yesterday I dared to spurn, 
Hath left my door, nor ever to return! 
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Wilt Thou not once more knock, oh, Savior mine? 

Only once more, and I will let T.hee in, 
How willingly ! and Thou shall make me Thine, 

And cleanse me in Thy precious blood from sin, 
Ah ! knock again, and* mid the clanging din 
Of worldly tumult, I shall hear Thy call, 
And open wide the door, my Lord, my all! 

"Oh, thou of little faith," I hear Him say, 

'Why didst thou doubt, or deem that I could change? 
I am the same to-day as yesterday, 

And through eternity's unbounded range! 
I am the Friend whom nothing can estrange, 
The Faithful One who came to die for thee: 
Behold, I knock! come; open unto Me!" 

The door is open, now, and He is there, 

Upon the threshold of my longing heart, 
Yearning with Him the feast of love to share, 

To twine around Him lest He should depart ! 
Come in, my Lord, all lovely as Thou art ! 
Nought from my clinging soul Thy love shall sever ! 
Live thou within mine inmost life forever! 



73 ^ 



THE WIDOW'S MITE. 



Not to the lofty dwellings of the great, 
--To halls or palaces of royal state 
Wend we our way to-night; this humble door 
Admits us to the dwelling of the poor ; 
Nor poor alone! bereaved, forlorn, oppressed, 
Here the young widow lulls her babe to rest, 
While nestling at her knee her elder child 
With simplest prattle cheers his mother mild. 



Their frugal meal of bread and herbs is o'er, 

Heaven hath sent enough, she asks no more ! 

One sigh she breaths for the departed love, ^ 

One prayer she whispers to the throne above, 

Then lays the slumb'ring infant on the bed, 

Smiles on her boy and smoothes his curly hea<j, 

"Thou hast not taken all, my Lord," she says, 

"These blessings thou hast left, and I would pr' 

Thy tender mercies toward me, while I live, 

And of the little that I have would give." 

Thus saying she unfolds her tiny hoard 

And spreads her all of wealth upon the board. 
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Only two mites! The labor of her hands 

Hath left but this to meet untold demands, 

The morrow's food, the clothing she may need, 

The shelter of a roof ! Who would not heed 

The cry of want so imminently near? 

Not she! her faithful bosom feels no fear, 

"He fed me, clothed me, sheltered me to-day, 

He will provide to-morrow and alway, 

He feedeth the young ravens when they cry, 

We shall be fed, my fatherless and I." 

"To God I gladly consecrate my all, 

A free-will offering, though the gift be small." 

So covering her head, she wends her way, 

To seek the temple e'er the close of day. 

Ah ! what a theme is this for poet's tongue 

To sing, while time shall last, to old and young, 

Part of that gospel narrative — too pure 

To know decay — the tale that must endure 

When all creations of the human brain 

Have faded into naught, for they are vain. 

While the poor widow seeks that temple fair, 
The Lord she loves hath come to meet her there ; 
Come to behold with mild approving gaze 
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His lowly hand-maid's sacrifice of praise! 
Behold him, ye who love him — patiently 
He sits and muses while the crowds pass by ; 
The "Man of Sorrows" waits, that he may know 
One moment's comfort in a life of woe. 

Bearing rich gifts of silver and of gold, 
To swell the treasury come doctors old, 
And learned Scribes, and saintly Pharisees, 
He marks them. But his smile is not for these, 
He knows their hearts and little doth he heed 
The gifts of grudging avarice and greed ; 
Though here and there, perchance, amid the throng. 
Some grateful heart may bring its gift along, 
Too often measured with a prudent eye, 
And lent to God with a regretful sigh! 

At last with faltering step, behind the rest, 
Her sleeping infant folded to her breast, 
The tottering child close clinging to her gown, 
Comes the lone widow ! many a scornful frown 
Is cast upon her. Many a muttered word 
Of proud contempt is past on her, and heard; 
Ay ! heard and felt. How bitterly he knows, 
For he hath come to feel and bear our woes. 
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He knows that she remembers when with pride, 
She leant there, on a brave arm at her side ; 
Perchance with confidence and love too strong, 
For human might hath not availed her long! 
But Oh ! how tenderly he marks her grief, 
How yearns his loving heart to give relief 
And now, 'mid heartless mockery and sneers 
She gives her humble offering, wet with tears, 
Her sacrifice of perfect love is made, 
Her debt of faith and gratitude is paid. 

Then the great Teacher lifts his face and smiles, 

And through that mighty temple's courts and aisles 

The accents of his wondrous voice are heard, 

Grace, majesty and power in every word; 

"I tell ye, this poor widow's gift is more 

Than all of ye have given to God before ; 

Ye of your wealth have made some offering small, 

But she, to him she trusteth, gave her all!" 

Oh ! who can tell the joy that fills her heart 

As sweeping still she turns her to depart, 

His smile, the smile of Jesus fills her soul, 

His love hath made her wounded spirit whole/ 
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And vyho can doubt that to that humble home 
Comfort and joy returned no more to roam ; 
That modest plenty crowned that frugal board • 
To recompense the all she gave her Lord, 
That by her side her children grew in grace, 
And strove with love to fill the lost one's place, 
That human friends were sent her, kind and true, 
And many an hour of earthly joy she knew, 
While far above them all one friend she proved 
Who from her side could never be removed, 
Not with the sunset close of life's brief day, 
Not when the heavens themselves should melt way. 

My simple tale is told — its lesson clear 

Must reach the heart of every listener here, 

Give all to God. Your every gift and power, 

Your talents, and your time, live every hour 

To him alone, you need not be afraid 

To give him all, for all will be repaid, 

What though your talents or your means be small? 

He ever giveth most who giveth all ; 

And God with his approving smile will greet 

The humblest off'ring laid at Jesus' feet ! 
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THE OLD MAN'S STORY. 



She tripped beside me, Bro. G. 

With lovelight all aglow, 
For she was mine — my baby queen, 
My sunbeam on life's changing scene, 
Just twenty years ago! 

Ah ! — but the beams of earth's brief day 
When most we prize them fade away! 

That morn our steps to town were bent 

And as we walked together 
The birds, their choicest music lent 
The lavish flowers their sweetest scent 
To greet the pleasant weather! 

But all her thoughts were in her basket, 
For that was home -love's treasure Casket. 

The question, "what am I to buy?" 

Engrossed her tiny mind, 
And brightly fired her thoughtful eye, — 
While golden curls danced merrily 

With the caressing wind! 
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Methinks the angels loved to play 
With her they soon should bear away ! 

In town, — my noontide business o'er, — 

I led my little lady 
Straight to her fav'rite market store, 
With spreading trees around the door, 
A pleasant place, and shady, 
And there she prattled o'er her choice 
Long ere she gave her final voice. 

X 

For apples rosy red were there, 
Candies and toys were many ; 
Such things her favor seemed to share, 
But new laid eggs, all white and fair 
She sighed for, more than any ! 
With these her basket fully laden 
Homeward she trudged — a happy maiden ! 

But ah ! sir though she walked with care 

Her cautious footstep stumbled: 
She struck against some hidden snare 
And, with a cry of wild despair, 
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Flat on her face she tumbled ! 

Ill fared it then with love's frail token, — 
The last unlucky tgg was broken!!! 

And, with the eggs, — she seemed to break 

Her little heart in twain ! 
A present she had hoped to make 
To one who'd prize it for her sake 
Now — all that hope was vain ! 

One jobbing outburst choked another, — 
"Oh ! my poor eggs !" and "Oh ! my brother !" 

But soon the tide of woe was past, — 

So real — though so brief ! 
My loving arms embraced her fast, 
And, when I gained her ear at last, 
I whispered swift relief, — 

"Weep not for eggs! — why hundreds more 
"Await us at the market store !" 

A grateful smile's glad sunlight chased 

The clouds from every feature, 
Our footsteps quickly we retraced, 



81 



J 



Nor was I in my eager haste 
Behind that winsome creature! 
And soon she laughed in new delight 
O'er treasures yet more large and white ! 

Once more our steps toward home we bend, 

The hour is calm and holy 
Close at my side my bady friend 
Seeks all the aid that I can lend, 

While shades are lengthening slowly, 
No question if she fall or stand, 
For now I hold her by the hand ! 



Is it not thus with pilgrims here? 

Are we not daily losing 
Some fragile prize our hearts hold dear 
That costs us many a bitter tear? 
Still, we delight in choosing 

For riches of the heart and mind 
The frailest treasures we can find! 
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Do we not far too often leave 
- Our Father's hand, and trying 
To walk alone as often grieve 
To find the arm of flesh deceive, 
Till on our faces lying 

Humbly we ask, — nor ask in vain 
That He would lift us up again ?" 

For Oh ! His tender pitying heart 

Of hopes hath ne'er bereft us, 
He loves to heal life's every smart, 
And richer blessings to impart, 
If any joy hath left us ! 
The very blunders that we make 
Awaken love, — for pity's sake! 

He formed us, — and He only knows 

Our human nature's weakness, 
And if on Him we all repose, — 
Our trust in all our joys and woes 
He will exalt our meekness! 
Thus — thro' the ages hath it been, 
We are His children, Bro. G. 
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It is not till the eventide, 

When we are weary rather, 
That we cling closest to His side, 
Most fully in His strength confide, 
Clasping His hand— our Father! 

But then — ah! then, — 'tis sweet to know 
That hand will never let us go ! 

February 15, 1885. 
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THE RAGE OF THE KING BELL. 



January 2, 1905. 



Clang-clash ! Clash-clang ! 

The midnight bell to the wild wind sang! 

Clash-clang ! Clang-clash ! 

Into the ocean of space with a splash 

That rocked the stars in their silvery boats, 

As it tossed up a spray cloud of answering notes ! 

Clash-clang! * * * the sound upsprang, 

Clang-clash • * * * with a leap and a dash ! 

Boom of cannon, and musket roar, 

Drums a-plenty, * * * and horns galore 

Billowed and raged on the sound-girt shore ! 

Shout — and volley — and trumpet blare 

Routed the echoes, and shattered the air! 

Shriek and scream of agonized steam 

Broke every link in the chains of dream ! 

But — above all else — like a king's voice rang 

The bell's harsh clamor— the clash, the clang! 

To the lips of bronze and the brazen tongue 
The poet listened, with lute unstrung, 
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Eager to hear what words of fear ' 

Should sum up the scroll of the dying year, 

What wrathful edicts the king bell sung, 

As backward and forward he swayed and swung • 

While in tones of fury he footed the score 

Of ill'starred nineteen hundred and four! 

"Wake, fell demons of flood and fire," 

Roared the king, in his royal rage : 

"Revel to-night to your heart's desire; 

But never again may ye tread life's stage! 

General Slocum's martyr crew, 

Rise, poor babes ! from the pitiless water, 

Act your drama of death anew, 

Herod recoils from such wholesale slaughter! 

Redskin fiend"! in thy hideous joy, 

Caper around thy pyre again ! 

Dance, great chief of the Iroquois 

Over thy thousand victims slain, 

Then, hie thee to Acheron's gloomy shore 

With the shade of nineteen hundred and four ! 

"Rush together, ye iron steeds! 

Pile ten thousand in mangled heaps, 
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While every pore of the nation bleeds, 
While every eye of the nation weeps! 
Slain, in the 'realm of the people's will.' 
Slain, in a land with the world at peace ! 
Read, great mother, thy 'butcher bill,' 
Read, and will that it now do cease, 
That reckless massacre's reign be o'er 
With the close of nineteen hundred and four !" 



Pausing a moment, to gather his strength, 
Swung the bell toward the farthest east, 
Silently swung, while his wrath increased, 
To burst in a frenzy of sound at length, 
"When will thy banquet of blood be done, 
War fiend, terror of man and beast, 
Shocking the sight of the Asian sun 
With the river of gore thou hast made to run, 
From a winter's frost to a winter's frost, 
Heaping thy # horrible holocaust, 
While Jap and Russian have scarce begun? 
Will thy greed of carnage never have ceased? 
Is there no end to the ghoulish feast? 
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Oh, God ! that the 'sport of kings' were o'er 

i 

With the death of nineteen hundred and four! 

"Pale newcomer to realms of earth, 

Well mayst thou weep in thine hour of birth ! 

Bethlehem's Babe to a manger was born, 

But thou, to be laid on a pallet of thorn ! 

Ah ! why must thou come from the 'unknown shore' 

In the wake of nineteen hundred and four!" 

Sadly, and softly, the last sounds fell 

From the great bronze lips of the great king bell, 

Sounds too sweet for a funeral knell, 

Blending "Welcome" with "Fare-thee-well," 

Notes of pity that seemed to swell 

From a depth of love no tongue might tell ! 

And the new year trembled across the line, 

Borne on the bosom of hope divine, 

While the air yet quivered with riplets fine 

From the circling voice of the great king bell. 
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STAR GUESSING. 



"What are the stars"? cried tiny Joe, 

And little May replies, 
Why brother darling don't you know? 
The stars are angels' eyes, 
They only look at us by night, 

To shield us from alarm ; 
But every star that shines so bright 

Means a protecting arm. 

Who told you that, cried sister Loo, 

Indeed you're quite mistaken ; 
The angels watch by daylight too, 

Or we should be forsaken, 
But if by night their eyes we see, 

Afar in heaven so blue, 
By daylight — so it seems to me, 

We'd see their faces too. 

That's common sense, says cousin Ben, 

A boy, some two years older, 
Each guardian of mortal men 
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Is an unseen beholder, 
'Tis Love whose countless eyes keep ward 
And watch o'er Jesus' own. 
For they whose trust is in the Lord 

Are saved by Him alone. 

But little Nell impatient cried — 

No — No! You're all quite wrong, 
God is all Light — on th' other side 
The sky He's shining strong, 
To shield us from the dreadful glare 
He spreads that Curtain blue; 
But Angels, prick holes here and there, 
To let His Glory through. 



& 



90 



THE ENGINEER. 



"Who is our Engineer to-night?" 

The Brakeman's voice replied — 
"John Therman, sir" — 'gay you so? — that's right/ 

The Superintendent cried. 
For he's true and ready 

And staunch and steady 

Iron of nerve and will ; 
He will safely keep 
All of us who sleep, — 

"Though his lifeblood pays our bill !" 

Many a true word's spoken in jest, 

. Good Superintendent Hunt ; 
Ay — but you meant them all for the best, 

Tho' they were plain and blunt, 
For while you were speaking 
The Train sped shrieking 

On through the shuddering air ! 
Yet — who would have said 
'Twas a wail for the dead, 

Or a cry of wild despair ! 
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Safely the Passengers — every one — 
The end of that journey reached, 

But — before the dawn of the pitying Sun- 
A Sermon by Death was preached ! 

And his Text was clear; — 
Twas — an Engineer — 
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Dead ! ! — But he died not in vain ! 
With a smile on his lip 
For his dying grip 

On the throttle had saved his Train ! ! ! 

The Christian Life is a journey, Boys ! 

Over the "Narrow Gauge ;" 
Heed not the rattle, the smoke, the noise, 

On ! ! to the "Golden Age" ! ! ! 
We may safely ride 
If we follow our Guide, 
Patient — and free from fear: 
For the Scripture saith 
We are ransomed from Death 

By the blood of Our Engineer ! ! ! 
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THE OLD COMMAND. 
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Strange that the sufferings of the boy, remem- 
bered, make the old man's joy ! 

4 

Now — none but he? Ah, no, no, no! The spacious 
hall is thronged! 
He sees his comrades, in the glow of youth and 
health, as long ago 
They mustered there — arid longed! 

Would the shrill bugle never blow to bid them 
march to meet the foe? 

He hears the welcome call at last, he sees them 
marching proudly, 
Through the wide doors the files have passed, he 
listens to the trumpets blast, 
The crowds are cheering loudly ! 

Well may his heart feel sad and sore for those 
who entered there no more ! 

Again he sees a gathering band — the victors are 
. returning, 
Older and fewer far they stand, yet heart to heart! 
"The Old Command," 
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With comrade love yet burning! 

"Right face," the wished for word is thundered. 
"Break ranks!" AH ties — save love — are sun- 
dered! 

So down the vista of the years his memory glides 
with sadness; 
Recalling the too frequent tears o'er loved and 
lost ones, and the fears 
That shaded hours of gladness, 

Till now, of all that gallant band, is he alone, 
"The Old Command?" 

Just as the last faint, lingering beam of sunset fad- 
ed slowly, 
He saw — as in a misty dream — come toward him 
through the twilight gleam 
A form serene and holy ; 

And knew, for its peculiar grace, the chaplain's 
loved and honored face. 

"And art thou yet alive, indeed, loved comrade, old 
and hoary? 




"Me thought it was by heaven decreed my heart 
should be the last to bleed, 
"My tongue to tell the story! 

"Oh ! stay with me a little while ; give tear for 
tear and smile for smile!" 

They sat together, hand in hand, the shades grew 
deeper, denser; 
They spoke about the Old Command, they com- 
muned of that better land ; 
Till, from the golden censer, 

The incense of their mingled prayer rose heav- 
enward, thro' the perfumed air! 

A down that fragrant pathway sped death's angel, 
Thus he found them. 
On wings of prayer their spirits fled, fond mem- 
ories of the gallant dead, 
Wrapped, like a soul shroud, round them, 

Now 'mid the heavenly cohorts stand the rem- 
nants of the Old Command. 

September 25, 1905. 
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"THE REASON WHY." 



You ask me, stranger, why it is we old Bond county 
men 

Hold up our heads past middle age, as spry as boys 
of ten? 

Why spirits never flag with us thro' summer's rag- 
ing heat ; 

Why winter's bitter biting blasts can't bluff us off 
our feet? 

Well sir, I never yet presumed to speak for other 
folks, 

To talk about my neighbors aint at all my line of 
jokes, 

But my own flag I'm free to wave, which none shall 
make me furl 

I'm hale and strong to-day, because I wed a 

Greenville 
Girl. 

You ask me, stranger, why our men come, most of 

'em', to church, 
While mostwheres else they mainly leave the 

preacher in the lurch; 
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Why Sunday schools are full of boys fast grownirf 

into men, 
So Bible learned, they're apt to pose the parson now 

and then? 
I think my thoughts of others, but 1 know about 

myself, 
My Bible — many years ago — lay dusty on the shelf. 
But somethin' came into my life that made that 

priceless pearl 

More dear than ever mother could — I wed a 

Greenville 
Girl. 

You ask me, stranger, why our homes from danger 

are secure, 
Why streets are clean and orderly, why politics 

are pure, 
Why the vile Tyrant Liquor fails to levy tribute 

here, 
Where God alone by honest men is served with holy 

fear? 
I aint so sartin 'bout the rest, but from one humble 

home 
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I know the reason why the peace of God can never 

roam; 
Why, (incense like) its smoke ascends in many a 

grateful curl ; 

Because, within its peaceful realm there reigns a 

Greenville 
Girl. 

And then you ask me, stranger, and I think you long 

to know, 
How, • like my own, for joy and peace, your lot in 

life may grow; 
You see me happy and at rest in body and in mind, 
And many another blest as I, the secret you would 

find? 
Well, now, I ain't no doctor, but I reckon if I were 
The med'cine that worked best with me Fd with my 

patients share ; 
If you'd be healthy as a clown and wealthy as an 

earl, 

At peace with God — with man — with self — just 

wed a 

Greenville 
Girl. 
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"You're none too young?" Well, no, but then you're 

not a day too old, 
"It's never too late to mend," we've all in Sunday 

school been told, 
Besides — there's many a comely dame who's waited 

like yourself; 
The best of goods will sometimes lie a good while 

on the shelf, 
If you re the man you look to be, you'll take a man's 

advice; 
Cast in your lot, be one of us, I need not tell you 

twice, 

There's many a prize within the wheel whence I have 

picked my pearl, 

Don't go elsewhere and draw a blank, but wed a 

Greenville 
Girl. 
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